with melancholy gaze, and in silence on the once-
loved residence of Louis Philippe.

Who could have then predicted that, in a few
short years, the palace of Saint Cloud, where she
was then an honored guest, would be reduced to
a similar condition? No sad forebodings came, to
darken the horizon on that radiant August day.
Queen, Emperor and Court were all in a sunny
mood like the weather itself. In fact, never did Vic-
toria seem so happy, talkative and even witty as
during this ten days' sojourn in France. Though
the Crimean war was then in full progress, Her
Majesty" was most optimistic as to the final outcome
of the conflict; and this mood was quite justified,
for Sebastopol fell a week later. "Victoria was
right," said the Emperor, when the good news
reached Paris, "but we didn't treat her as a Cas-
sandra.** The Empress gives this account:

I recall very vividly every incident of that visit
to Neuilly. The Imperial and royal carriage
stopped in front of the main entrance of the castle
and the Queen stepped down, wearing a large white
silk hat with streamers floating behind, and mar-
abou feathers on the top. Her flounced dress was
entirely white, and a bright green sunshade and
mantle completed her costume. She wore small
slippers tied with black ribands crossed over the in-
step and ankle. A large bag or reticule, made of
white material and embroidered with a large gilt
poodle, hung from her arm. This was all so dif-
ferent from our Paris fashions of the day that I
observed curiously every detail and I see now the
complete picture as I write."

It is often said that a sovereign's memory is very
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